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By JOIiL CHANDLER HAKRIS.

XIL
WHAT THE rATItOLLERS BA"V AND

HEARD.
The uchomc which Aaron had conceived

and which tic proposed to carry out with-- 1

out delay was lHld, yet very simple sim-

ple, that is to nay, from his point or view.

It came into his mind at the garden gate,
and rationed itseir as he went whistling

tothehorselot in full view ofGcorgcGossett.
He swung himself over the fence nnd

. made diioctly for Tlmoleon's Btnble. Tiie
Black Slnllion beard tome one rumbling

about Hi. breathed hard through
bis nostrils, .nakinga low, fluttering sound,

as d hordes do when they arc
suspicious or angry. It was a fair warning
to any and all who might "dare to open the
door and enter that blablc.

"Sol" said Aaron, "thai is the welcome
you give to ull who may come to make you
comfortable.''

At the fcound of that voice Timolcon
snorted cheerfully and whinnied, saying:
"Change places with me, Son or Hen Ali.
and then tec who will warn
"Why, the ox has bettor treatment, and the
plough mule Is pampered. "What am 1

that my food should be thrown at mo

through the cracks? The man that Ted

me comes no more."
"He is where your teeth and your tem-

per put him. Grandson or Abdallah. But
there is to be a change. This night you go
to your new house, where everything is
fresh and clean and comfortable. And you

are to learn to hold a bit in your mouth,
and a man on your back, as Abdallah be-

fore you did."
"That is nothing. Son of Hen Ali. Then

I can gallop nnd smell the fresh air from
the fields. What man am 1 to carry. Son
of Hen All?"

"Let the Wliitc-TIalrc- d Master settle
that. Grandson of Abdallah. This night,
before you goto your now house, you arcto
have a run with me."

Timoleon snorted with delight. He was
rcjirtv. and more than ready. He was stiff
and wire from standing in the stable.

"But before we start, Grandson of
this must be said: No noise before

I give the word: none of the load scream-
ing that men call whickering. You know
my band. You arc to have a rrolic.and
a line one, but Iwrore you begin it wait
for the word. Now, then, we will go."

With his hand on the horse's withers,
Aarou guided Timoleon to the gate. They
wont through the lot in which the Black
Stallion's new stable stood, out at the gate
through which Buster John and Sweetest
Susan rode years afterward, and into the
lancthatled to llveputrtic load. Butinstead
of going towa'd the road Uiy followed the
lancbnck into theplanlatioiiitnUlthcy came
to what was called the "double gates."
Going Ui tough these, they found themselves
in the past me that sloped gradually upwaid
to the bill fiom which Aaron was in the
habit or watching the light in Little Cioch-ett- 's

window.
The hoofs or the Black Stallion hardly

made a sound on the soft tuif. Guided by
Aaron, he ascended the hill until they were
ona level with andnotfar from Uiofcnceon
which Mr. Gossett, his ron George and Jim
Simmons had cairied on their controversy
about Addh-o- Abercrombie. Here Aaron
brought Timolcon to a halt, while Rambler
wentfoi ward to pee what discovery hecould
make.

He poon round where the horses of the
patrollcrs were stationed. There were
five. Three Had evidently been trained to
"stand without tying," as the saying is,
while oup or the patiollcrs was sitting
against a Uee holding the other two. All
IhisRambler knew, Tor hewentnoncar that
thepatrollersaw hlm.andhuiledapine burr
at him. It was a liannlcss enough misMle,
but It bad not lelt Ramblerln a good humor.
Then it was that Anion spoke to tl e horse
and gave him the word.

"Grandson or Abdallah, thcl.orsesand the
man arc yonder. Give them a tasteor your
playfulness. Show them wlat a liolic is.
but cover your teeth with your lips no
Wood tonight. Spare the horses. They
have gone hungty for hours, hut they must
obey the bit. Spaic the man, too. but if
you can grip him of hiscoat as licflecs.-wej- l

and good. You will set other men come
running. They will bf filled with fear.
Give them also a taste of your playfulness.
Letthetn sec the Grandson of Abdallah when
he is frolicsome. But mind. No blOod to-

night no broken bones."
The situation piomlsed to be so exciting

that Timolcon snorted loudly and fiecely,
whereupon one of the horses held by the
patroller answered with a questioning
neigh, which was cut chort by a cruel Jerk
of the bridle rein by the man 'who held it.
The man was dozing tinder the influence of
Mr. Ftillalove's low wines, and the sudden
neighing of the l.oise startled and iirltatcd
him.

But in the twinkling of an eye, terror
took the place ofirrilation, for the Blacic

Stallion, pretending to himself that the
neigh was a challenge, screamed fiercely
in reply and went charging upon the group
with open mouth and eyes that glowed
in the dark. The horses knew well what
that scream meant. Those that were not
held by the patroller ran away panic
htricken, snorting, and whickering. Thetwo
that were held by the patroller cared noth-

ing for bits now, but broke away from the
iau, after dragging him several yards,

for he had the reins wrapped about bis
wrists, and joined the others.

They drugged the man rightin the Black
Stallion's path, and there left him strag-
gling to his bauds nnd knees, with bis right
arm so tevorely wrenched that he could
hardly use It. But, fortunately for the
patroller, Timoleon's eyes were keen, and
he saw the man In time to leap over hlrn,
screaming wildly as he did so. The man
fell over on his side at thai Instant. Glanc-

ing upward, he saw the huge bulk of the
horse flying over htm, and hi s reason nearly
left him. Was it really a horse, or was
it that arch fiend Beelzebub that be had
read about In the Irooks, and whose name
he had heard thundered from the pulpit
at the oamp meeting? "Bcclzebubts abroad
In the land today,' the preacher had cried,
"Was It indeed true?

The Block Stallion drove thocrascdhorscs
before him hither and yonder, but always
turning them back to the point where they
had been standing. The stampede was
presently joined by three or four nudes
that had been turned .In the pasture. The
patrollcrs, who had been watching and
guarding the approaches to theAbercrombie
place, came running to sac what the trou-- .
bio was. GeorgcGosscltbeingXurthcrawny
rrom the pasture than the rest, was the
last to reach the scene, but be arrived soon
enough to see the Black Stallion seize one
of his companions by the coat tails and
literally strip htm or the garment.

The tarror-strlckc- n horses, when they
found nnopportunlty ,rnn toward thcdoublc
gates where They had entered the pasture.
Aaron, expecting this, had opened the
Sates, and the five horses, crowding on one
another's heels, went through like, n whirl-
wind, having Uft the mules far behind.
Aaron closed the gates again and wentrun-uln- g

where ho heard the Black Stallion still,
plunging about. By thlstimc thcmulcs were
liuddledtogctherln a far corner of the field;
but Timoloonbad paid no.attention tolhem.
21c could have caught and killed them over

3&

and over again, lie was now In pursuit of
the pntrollers. George Gossctt, running
toward Hie fence, tripped and fell, nnd,
narrowly escaped the BlnckStnlllon shoofs.
He wjir not far from the fence when he fell,
anu ,c rolled and scrambled nnd crawled
fast enough to elude Timoleon, who turned
and ran at him again. In one way and an-

other all the patrolleis escaped with their
li,es, ana once the rence was between them
and the snorting demon, they made haste
to visit Mr. Fullalove's stlllliouse and re-

late to him tiie story or their marvelous
adventure, consoling themselves, mean-

while, with copious draughts or the warm
low wines.

"I believe the thing had wings,'" said one
of thepnirollcnV'nnU if 1 didn'tsce smoke
coming out of his mouth when he ran at
me, I'm mighty much mistaken. I never
shall believe it wasn't Beelzebub." This
was the man who had been set upon so sud-den-

while watching the howesanddozing.
Some or the others were inclined to agree

with this vtuwotthocase.biitGeorgeGossett
was sure it was a horse.

"I was right at him,1' he said, "when he
pulled off Monk's coat, and it was a horse,
even to the mane and tail. 1 was looking at
him when he turned and made Tor me. Then
1 tripped and fell, and justdtd ixeUto the
fence In time to save my neck.''

"You hear that, don't you, Mr. Fulla-love- ?'

remarked the man who had been
holdlnc the horses. "It pulled Monk's
Coat otr, and then Gossett Just had time to

et to the fence to save his neck! Why.
It's as natchul as pig tracks. Every boss
you meet tries to pull yourcoatofr.and you
have to run fer a Tenceir you want tosnve
your neck. That's Gossett's idee. Iflliat
tiling was a boss, I don't want to see no
more bosses. I'll tell you that."

"Web," said Mr. Fullalove, "there are
times and occasions -- more espeshully oc-

casions, as you might say when a boss
mought take a notion for to cut up some
such rippit as that. You take that black
boss oi Col. Abercrombie-n- ot a fortnight
aw he icot out of his pen and kctched a
nigger and liked to 'a' killed him."

"Maybe it's that same boss In the field
yonder," suggested George Gossett.

"Xo," replied Mr. Fullalove. 'That boss
is penned up so he can't git out of his
stable-mu- ch less the lot- - irso be sum im

ala'ttookand gone and turned himoutnnd
led him to the field. And if that had 'a
been dono you could 'a' heard him squcalln'
every foot of the way."

"IT anybody wants to call the Old Boy
a boss," said the man who had been first
attacked, "they are more than welcome."

"Boys," remarked Mr. Fullalove, "if any
of you have got the Idee that the Old Buy

was after you you'd better stay as fiir
from this stlllliouse as you can, and try
to act as ir you had souls fur to save.
What have you done with your bosses?"

"Wc couldn't tote 'em. and so we had to
leave 'em," Gossctt answered, making a
poorerroitto laugh. "What I hato about it
is that I took a Tool notioa and rode pap's
horse tonight. He'll be hot as pepper."

"Am't you going for to make some sorter
effort to git your bosses out of the field?"
asked Mr. Fullalove.

"He can have my boss and welcome,"
said the man who insisted oa the Beelze-

bub theory.
"I wouldn't go in that field, not for forty

horses." another patroller protested.
"I might ko tiiero for forty horses," said

George Gossett, "but I'll not go back for
one, even though it's pap's."

"Well, its mighty quiet ami serene up
there now," suggested Mr. Fullalove, its
tening with his hand to his ear.

"He's caught 'cm aid now he's skinning
'em." said the man who believed Beelze-

bub was abroad that night.
The patiollcrs 6taycd at the stlllliouse

until the low wines gave them courage,
and then they went home with George Gos-

sett. They were bold enough to go by the
double gates, to see IT they had been
opened, but tho gates were closed tiht.
They listened a few moments, Jiut not a
sound could be heard save the loud, wail-

ing cry of the peafowl that rested on
the Abercrombie house. As they went
alougtlic road they round and caught four
of the horses. The horse that George Gos-

sctt had ridden was safe at home.
The young men agreed on one thing,

namely, that they would give the Aber-

crombie place the go-b- y for some time to
come, while the mau that thought lie
had seen Beelzebub said that he was sick
of the whole business and would have no
more of it, being more firmly convinced
than ever that the scenes they had wit-
nessed were supernatural. Even George
Gossctt declared that he intended to ad-

vise "pap" to sell the runaway, "if he
could fiud anybody fool enough to buy
him."

It must not be forgotten that though
his companions were the only ones

that witnessed the. terrifying spectacle
presented by the Black Stallion as he ran
screaming about the pasture, they were
not the only ones that heard the uproar
that accompanied it. The negroes heard It,
and every ear was bent to listen. Ran-

dall had bis hand raised over his head
and held it there as be paused to catch the
drift and meaning of the fuss. Big Sal
was reaching in a corner for her frying
pan. She paused, half bent, her arm
reaching out, while she listened. Turin
was singing, but tho song was suddenly
cut short.

Mr. Abercrombie hcardit, but hist.houghts
were Tar afield, and so he paid little
attention to it. The geeSe, the guinea
hens and the peafowl heard it and Joined
heartily in with a loud and lusty chorus.
Mammy Lucy heard it, and came noise-

lessly to the library door and looked in
inquiringly.

"What Is the noise about, Lucy?"
Mr. Abercrombie.

' hat what I wanter know, Marstcr. It
soun tcr me like dat ar boss done got
loose agin."

Then the Whitc-llalre- d Master, sud-

denly remembering that lie had consented
for Little CrotchcttfG "friend" to remove
the Black Stallion to his new quarters, re-

gretted that ho had been so heedless. It
was all "his own fault, he thought, as lit
rose hastily and went out into the moon-

light bareheaded, lie called Raudall and
Turin, nnd both came running.

"Go out to the pasture there, and see
what tho trouble is."

"Yasser, ynsscr," they cried, and both
went rapidly toward the Jicld. They ran
until they gotoutof sight of their master,
and then they paused to listen. They
started again, but not so swiftly as be-

fore.
"I know mighty well dat Marstcr don't

want us tcr run up dar where wcmightgcl
hurled," said Turin.

"Bat be don't," exclaimed Randall.
Consoled by this view of the case, which

was indeed the correct one, they moved
slower and slower as they came close to
tl'c pasture fetico. There they stopped and
listened, and whilo they listened the up-

roar came to a sudden end to such a
j sudden end mat uanuau rcmarKcu uuuer

his urcatu that it was iikc putting out a
candle. For a few brief seconds not a
sound fell on the ears of the two negroes.
Then they beard a faint noise of some
one running through thc bushes in the
direction of the stlllliotlse.

f I could get dc notion In my head
flat Marsler don't kcer wheddur we gits
hurled er no," suggested Turin, "I'd mount

th3 MoitisrrsrGr TMJgg Sunday,
dls fence an' go In dar mi sec who been

kilt an' who dono gob away."
"1 speck wc better not go," said Ran-

dall, "kase ef we wuz tcr rush in dar an'
git mangled, Marstcr sholy feel niighty
bad, anr for one, 1 doti't want ler be lie

'casion er mnkin' 'im feel bad."
By this time Mr. Abercrombie had be-

come impatient und concluded to. find out
the cause of the uproar for himself. Ran-

dall and Turin heard him coming, and
they could see that ho was accompanied
by some of the negroes, Thu two cau-

tiously climbed the fence and went over
into the field, moving slowly and holding
themselves in readiness Tor instant flight.
A cowling, Hying blindly, struck Turin
on the hand, lie Jumped as if he had hoard
the report of u gun, and cried out in u,

tone of alarm:
" Who flung dnt rock? You better watch

out. Marstcr cumin", and he got his boss
pistol 'long wid 'im."

" 'Twan't nothing but a bug," said
Randall.

"It de rust bug what ever raised a knot-o-

my bead," Turin declared.
"What was the trouble, Randall?" in-

quired Mr. Abercrombie from the fence.
His cool, decisive voice restored the eour-ag- e

of the negroes at once.
"We des tryin' fer tcr fin' out, sub.

WhaUomcver de racket wuz, it stop, sub,
time we got here, an' it seem like we kin

hear sunip'n er somebody riinnin' to'rds
de branch over yandcr," replied Randall
heartily.

"Some oT the mules were in the imtf.iiro
today. Seu if they are safe "

"Yasser," responded Randall, but his
tone was not so hearty. Nevertheless, ho

and Turin cautiously followed tho line
of the fence until they found the mules
in the corner where they had taken refuge.
And the mules showed that they Avore very
glad to see the negroes, following them
back to the point where the path crossed

the fence.
"Be mules all sare an' soun', sub," ex-

plained Randall whun they came to where
the master was. "Dover safe au' soun',

but dcy er swyeatiu' mightily, sub."
"What do you suppose the trouble was?"

inquired Mr. Abercrombie.
Turin and Randall had not the least

idea, but Susy's Sam declared that he

heard "dat ar boss
" What horse?" inquired Mr. Abercrombie.
"Bat ar Sir Moleon boss, sub," re-

plied Susy's Sam.
"That's what Lucy said," remarked Mr.

Abercrombie.
"Marstcr, er dat ar boss had er been in

dar me an' Turin wouldn't er stayed in
dar long, an' dese yer mules wouldn't
er been stan'in' in de Tonce corner up
yander."

But Mr. Abercrombie shook his head. He
jcmembered that he had given Little
Crotchett permission to have the noise
removed to his new quarters.

"Some or you boys see ir he is In his
stable," he said.

They all went running, and berorc Mr.
Abercrombie could get there, though he
walked fast, he met them all coming back.
"He ain't dar. Master!" they exclaimed in

chorus.
-- See if he is in his new stable," said

Mr. Abcrciombie.
Again they all went running, Mr. Aber-

crombie rollowing more leisLi sly. but some-

what disturbed, nevertheless. And again
they camr- - running to meet him, crying out
"Yasser! yasserl He in dor, an entln'
away same like' he been dar dislong time."

"See ir the key is In the leck," said Mr.
Abercrombie to Randall.

Randall ran bark to thu stable, and pres-

ently called out:
"Bey ain't no key in de lock, Marstcr."
Mr. Abercrombie paused as ir to consider

the matter, nnd during that pause, he nnd
Randall and Turin and Susy's Sam beard a
voice saying:

Look on the Little Master's mantel-
piece."

The voice sounded faint and far away.
but every word was clear nun uisuiiei.

"Where did the voice come from?" asked

Mr. Aberciombie.
The negiocs shook their heads. Tlicy

didn't know,. It might have come from

the air atwive or the cnitb beneath or rrom

any point of the compass.
"Ask where the key is," said Mr. Aber-

crombie to Turin. His curiosity was
aroused.

Turin cried out: "Hoyo, dar! Whar you
say de key Is?" But no came, not
even so much as a whisper. The negroes

looked at one another and shook their heads.
When Mi - Aboroiomliio went back to the

house he put on his slippers and crept to

Little Crotchctfs room. Shading the can-

dle be carried, the father saw that his son
was fast asleep.

And on the mantel was the key or the
stable.

(To be continued.)

AMERICA 100 YEARS AGO.

Every gentleman wore a queue and pow-

dered his hair.
A gentleman bow.ing to a lady always

scraped his foot on the ground.
All the population of a village assembled

at the inn on "post day" to hear the news.
Thu church collection was taken in a

bag at the end of a pole with a hell at-

tached to arouse sleepy contributors.
An old copper mine hi Connecticut was

used as a prison.
Imprisonment for debt was a common

practice.
There was only one hat factory, and that

made cocked hats.
Virginia contained a fifth of the whole

population of the country.
Two stage coaches bore all the travel

between New York and Boston.
The Mississippi Valley was not so well

known as the heart of Africa now is.
Quinine was unknown. When a man b;-- d

ague fitshetook Peruvian bark and whisky.
There was not a public library in the

United States.
Books were very expensive. "The Lives

of the I'oets" cost 310.
A day laborer received two shillings a

day.
A liorsemau who galloped on a city struct

was fined four shillings.
Crockery plates were objected to because

they dulled the knives.
a man who Jeered at the preacher or

criticised the sermon was fined.
Dry goods were designated as "men's

stuffs' or "women's stuffs."
Stoves wore unknown. All cooking was

done before an open fireplace.
Si:c days were required for a journey

between New York and Boston.
Many oC the streets were" not named and

the houses were not numbered.
The parquet of a theater was called tho

pit, nnd was filled with the rabble.
The whipping post and pillory were still

standing in New York and Boston.
Thrce-rourth- s of the books! n everyllbrary

came from beyond tho Atlantic.
Twenty days were requiredor a letterto

go from New York to Charleston by land.
A New England girl was not allowed to

marry until she could bake a leaf of bread
and cut It in smooth, even slices while It
was still warm.

When a Virginian started on a Journey to
New York he made his will and bade faro-we- ll

to bis mends as though be never ex-

pected to see them again.
When a man had enough tea ho placed

his spoon across his cup toindlcatethatho
wanted no more.

Thb favorite novels of the "worldly'1
young women were "Victoria,'' "Lady
Julia Mandcville,'' and "Malvern Dole."

Dances in Philadelphia were given every
two weeks, but young men under twenty
and girls under eighteen were not ad-

mitted.
At the Christmas quilling parties gamos

were fashionable, AVltU kissing penalties.
New Tork. TImoa.

G1TY ilU HO

oi me h.hh. .., ---

burst, by the alarmed and Jew
whoso hunger had got the better or hi
orthodoxy: "All this fuss over a little

New York Street 'Waifs at the

Coney Island Seaside Home.

CHILDISH FEARS AND NOTIONS

Eve rj thing Strange and ilewllderlng
to Them Devil's Dit ruing Xeedle-S- .

JJxnliumtiou of Thunder StortiiH.
Helping; the Hlrd C'reuui Regard-

ed With Suspicion.

In the country the city boy Is fully as
great a "Rube" as the country boy is In the
city. Everything being btrange to him,
he regards the most harmless objects with
suspicion und rear, and information of the
commonplace kind suggests itself to him
us a probable, lioax. He who passes fear-

lessly through the perils of the crowded city
streets will shrink back in alarm from tlu:
touch of a green leaf, or dodge with super-

fluous agility a burnished butterfly fl'.t- -

tiii" nasi him. Jcii mm tuao pounces
mow underground, or that eees Jive m

hives or their own building and lie will
hrobably intimate, if he doesn't state in

language, his belief that you
urn Iviinr to him. On the other hand, he
will evolve beliefs or his own, his faitli in

which will remain unshaken, despite
convincing proof to the contrary.

At the Seaside Home, at the west end
of Coney Island, where a number of chil-

dren are cared for during vacations of a
fortnight or sometimes a mouth by tbe
Society for the Improvement of tho Condi-

tion of the Poor, notes have been made by

those who have the children in charge of
some of the queer comments by the city-bre- d

youngsters. Neuily all the children
are from the tenement districts, and
have never seen anything more country-fie- d

than Central Park or Jones' Wood,

and the real country aiouud Uie home Is

full of wonders to them.
"I never knew there was a placeas bigas

this with nobody living in it," said one

little girl, indicating the stretch of grass
laud beyond the home. "Didn't nobody
never live here?"

"To a lover of nature it is a constant
source of pain, "says the head of the Natural
History In her repoit, "to note

the fear and aversion with which these
children of tbe streets regard both plants
and InioctH. I was fairly besieged with
.,n M.I.W imKoti?' 'Will It kill me if I

cat this?' 'IE you touch that you'll die,'
etc."

Repeated excursions abroad soon cured

the youngsters of these rears, whbh In
most "cases were the results of the warnings
of ignorant parents to "keep oft the
irrasp.'' in a very exhaustive seme. As a
matter of fact, thegreatest barm likely to

befall au Inexperienced wanderer in mis
region would be nothing worse than the
sting of a wasp'or. the bite of a hpidcr.
Familiarity with tratur.e in the tenement
children did not breed contempt, but de-

light nnd interest, which cropped cut fre-

quently
I

In amusing and sometimes clev .'re-

formed theories. A (report from an eleven-year-ol- d

boy who had: been studying the

habits Grants conUiineiLthis Judicious mix-

ture or ciittcism nnd approval of a colony

whlch had built its jnound close to one cf
the houses:

"How roollsh to make a nest right here!

It'll getfltepped on and.broken. But I guess

they know some things niter all. They
put their nest where there's lots of stuff
to cat. Klgbt here is where the picnics

throw their crumbs.V
A little girl who had come to gricr with

a bee suggested au improvement on nature
of her own invention. This was that the
insect .should sting from In front instead
of behind.

"Then it wouldn't have to turn around
when it wanted to sting you," she said.

Even' more feared, than tho bees were

the big dragon Hies, or devil's darning
needles, which, for all their savagencss
amongother insects, for hawks
of the world, are quite Harmless to

being able neither to bite nor
sling," although they make threatening
motions when captured. It Is not iydy

among tbe ignorant children, by the wnv,

that the fear of these swift flyers
The prevailing Impression was

that the devil's darning ncemc vus o

called because it sewed up the cars of

bad little children. Time aHer time the
classes of explorers would scatter with

shrieks as a big dragon fly buzzed past
them. A teacher, having nattered herself

that she had eradicated the fear or these

insects from the mind of one of the larger
boys, was far from edified upon hearing
his correction of a small girl, who hem

firm faith in the popular dotion.
"You didn't never sec nobody's cars

sowed up, did you?" was his argument.
"No. but I've seen them bugs twist their

tails around all ready to do it," sbe as-

serted, stoutly.
"Ah-h-h- ! That wasn't to sow your cars

up."
"Whnt was It, then?"
"That's the way it stings you, and then

you swell up and die,"
Comforting for the alarmed maiden!

Mushrooms and tondstools arc also objects
of fear. The instructress of a natural his-tor- v

class picked a small toadstool to
explain something about its structure to
the children, and heard one of them ex-

claim under his breath:
"You wouldn't catch me touch! n' that

thing!"
"Why not, Conny?" asked the instruc-

tress.
'"Taint lucky," was the reply. "That's

devil's bread."
"And what is devil's bread?"
"Them things arc. At night the little

devilscomc out of tho woods and scton 'em.
ir you pick them thiiigs the devils'll come

' " ''after you." ,

"Don't talk nonsense, Conny. Who told
"you such stuff as that?"1;

"Black Mary, that works over ny uie
ferry, told me, an' sh'e knows an aboutthem
things. Her mothcV teeter know a witch
In Ireland."

This, then, was a second generation Irish
superstition, a remnant of
passed down to those'who had never seen a
countryside. Otherl'of the superstitious
arc not so easy to trace; Why does killing

an ant cause rain? WiiV is the down rubbed
from the wing of aiihttfcrily a sign that the
hand that rubbed it'U'flf soon be burned with
fire? Where does 'thcgood luck come In
having a buttorny'iil'gbt on yoti or when
ir It lights at your feel? And how in tho
name or the great god Pan docs the dande-

lion turt come to be'callcd by the oppro-bion- s

epithet of "money stealer" by these
childicn of the slums? Every country boy

knows, despite tho scornful laughter of
science, that if you handle a toad you will
get warts like those he carries on his body.

The city youngster believes this not only

of toads, liut frogs as well, a mistakewhich
the youthful bumpkin would not mfikc, for
he knows well the advantageous qualities
of this amphibian, who is not only edible,
to an expert, but also salable. But.if the
country-bre- d ona knows the disease ho

doesn't know theoure, and it certainly isn't
from him that, tho small cit gets the
theory that milkweed mllk (all the JJttle
girls at home call it"sUkwced,,, after hav-

ing onco seen tho Inimitable silken glory
Of the pod) Is a sure specific for w'arta.
The belief that It Is to kUI a criCkcb

Is a side-lig- of literature which has pene-

trated to the slums.
Most of the superstitions cited above are

probably tho invention of thfi child's own
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ingenuity, though Some may bo distortions
of folk lore or of omens hi the Witch books
wbicii the East Side women read with

awe. One or tbe things which

the instructors at the Se'asldo fioiiiO dis-

covered was the disposition' on the part of

the children to adduce theories to explain
all natural phenomena. Sand crabs go

backward, one small scientist discovered,
because they have eyes in their tails, and
flatter themselves that they arc progress-

ing straight ahead. The air bladder of
the common seaweed was regarded by
another investigator as the regular diet of
the sea creatures, and bitter were his dis-

appointment and resentment because the
sand crabs refused to regard it in "the

light of an edible, and hastily dug holes
or retreat in ttic sand when it wus pre-

sented for their consideration. It was
commonly ugroed that tides are caused by
tbe antics of huge animals far out in "the
river," by which title the Atlantic Ocean
is usually designated. Thunder was va-

riously described as "God's anger," "the
rain tryin to get out," "clouds bunkln'
together," and "llghtnin hlttln' on the
Clouds." A girl couldn't re-

member ever having heard thunder be-

fore, although she had seen lightning.
This Avas explained by tbe fact that she
lived next to a metal foundry nnd had sup-

posed that to be the origin of allbig noises.
Anothor tiny maiden mildly expressed
the opinion that the thunder came "be-

cause I been bud," which is reminiscent

bit of ham
Considerable mystery surrounds the dis-

covery by a little Italian girlthat the light-

ning kills" allthe spiders, the mo.se plausible
guess being that of one of her playmates,
who explained:

"She's awful scared of spiders, an' she's
awful scared or llghtnin', too, an' I guess

she thinks thcJightnln' ain't no good un-

less It kills the spiders."
Nothing could shako little Maria's stanch

rnith lu her theory, and one clay, after a
storm, she wns discovered triumphantly
pointing out hair a dozen deceased rs

as proof of her claim There was

trouble when some of the others accused
her of having killed the spiders htrsclf
and showed herfirtyllveonos. She became
very indignant, indeed, and declared that
the specimens were alive only because,
seeing Hie storm coming, they had limbed
the trees In time anil got Into their nests:
That was a fanciful idea of one of the
youngsters that the sand spiders, who live
In d pits of their own architec-
ture, arc guardians of burled treasure.

Many of the little onci were consumed
with a desire to act as aids to nature. A
"four-o'clock- which railed toopen prompt-
ly on time, was taken In charge by a little
crippled girl, who had learned that this
flower unfolds when the sua Is sinking.
Shading it with her bauds, she was beard
to remonstrate with it.

"Why don't you wake up? It's late. Now

I' in helping you. and it'snll nice nnd shady.
Wake up, lazy thing, wukc up!"

Not far from the house a mollis' nest with
eggs in it was discovered, and fomc of the
boys were with difficulty restrained from
robbing it. Presently they began to take
proprietary iiitoiCRtin the household in the

Ktree, and watched patiently for the eggs

to hatch. One day tin instructor found the
pair or robins In a finntle condition, chirp-
ing and scolding at a sninll boy, who sat
hatless on the ground under the tiec.

"Where's your, hat, Johnny7" he asked.
"Up there," said Johnny, pointing up at

the nest, where his round hat was sccuiely
placed.

"What is it doing up there? Haven't I
told you that you mustn't disturb the
birds?"

"Ain't disturbin" 'em. I'mhelpin"cmout.
Thcv must get terribly tired settin' up there
all dny, so I Just put my hat over their eggs

to give 'em a rest. They're kinder rattled
now," he added, "but they will catch on
pretty quick."

Arter the eggs hatched out there was a
circle or youngsters under the tree every
day to watch for the cavernous-mouthe- d

heads stuck over the side of the nest.
Tho hatching was taken as a subject for a
practical lesson in one or tbe classes. None

of the little girls in this cla?s knew the
origin or chickens except that they came

from the market.
"Ever liave eggs?" asked the teacher.
"YeSdtim."
"Well, what becomes of the eggs?"
"We eat 'cm. They're awful good."
"Yes, but if the eggs are kept.jwhat be-

comes of them?''
This was a poser for a time. Then a

bright piped up, closing her
nose with an expressive gesture:

"I know. They get broke and-o- h, phew!"
That lesson had to be begun at the other

cud. Most of the comparisons of the slum
children are wrong end to. A plum was
regarded as very beautiful, and "Just like
tiie color of a lady's breastpin." This was
fr ii a cash girl In an east side department
store: A street nrab discovered that the
common "hairy bear" caterpillar looked
like the brush the street clcauers use. The
discovery made by one of the girls that
a clover stem was "kind o' like plush" was
enthusiastically approved by the others.

In the matter of the commonest articles
of food the average of ignorance was as-

tonishing. Most of the children who had
any ideas on the subject at all believed

that potatoss grew on trees. When a class
was taken to see potatoes dug one of the
boys remarked:

"I know a potato ain't a root, but why
ain't It?"

Milk was an accepted fact without
known origin to most of them. "It's
made at the stores," was the usual reply
to a question about It. A little girl said
she had once seen a cow driven through
her street, and was much amazed to know-th-

milk came rrom cows.
"Do they have to kill thu cow?" she

asked.
Another severely criticised cattle upon

learning that they ate grass, It wasn't
a nice thing, at all, she declared; but, for
the life of her. she couldn't tell w'ly.
Cream on the milk was regarded with
great suspicion. Butter was mude from

ul6. one child said, while another in
clined to the view that eggs entered into
the composition, and a third held out that
it was "lard painted yellow!" rerhnps It
wus in her tenement! The mothers who
carne down to tho home were alnnst as
ignorant, in many cases, as their chil-

dren on these .supjects, All were eager
to attend the cooking classes, but they
proved to be less clever at learning than
tho youngsters. These soon learned the
simpler kinds of cooking, and then took
up such arts as bread and
In the archives or the Home Is preserved
with pride the reply of a
cake-bake- r, who responded to ther.uestion
why the oven door should never be
slammed when the baking is in progress:

"Because It makes the cake sad "
Anyone who has ever eaten a "soggy"

cake can appreciate the absolute ap-

propriateness of tho adjective. New York
Sun.

Doorknob!
A WHkinsburg family was discussing

music yesterday when ono member strove
to recall the name of a certain composer.

"1 can't remember it to savo my life,"
she said, "although It is on my tongue's
end. As near as I can come to it his
name is doorknob."

''Doorknob,", repeated one of theothera.
"There is no composor whose .name sounds
anything like that. Vfi go over a few
names: Beethoven, Mendelssohn, Wagner.
Haydn, Handel "

"That's It," Interrupted tho forgetful
one. "It'B Handel. I knew it was some-

thing you seized With your hands." Pitts
burg Chronicle-Tricsrap- h.

BLIND TOM STILL LIVES.

The Wonderful Bhiclt "MusJeiiiii in
I Contented Retirement.
"What has become of Blind Torn?" This

question Is often asked by old theatergo-
ers, who remember the days before thewar,
when the gifted musical idiot was the star
attractioa i n lyceums , to wu bails and lecture
rooms, with which the simpler tastes or
most amusement seekers or those times
were satisfied.

Tom was only a lad then, the slave of a
Georgia planter, aud his mental weakness,
togetner with his blindness, served to in-

crease the Interest or those who saw aial
heard this Ignorant little fellow, with un-

erring touch, draw from the pianoforte
its sweetest and most melodious strains an
well as its grandest aud most solemn har-

monies.
Tiie question as to Blind Tom's where-

abouts can be answered best by a tall,
neatly dressed colored

man, whose gray hair and slightless eyes

increase the imprcsslveness of his appear-
ance, in a comfortable cottage at the
Highlands of Naveslnk.on the New Jersey
side or the lower New York Bay. This
elderly colored man Is the Blind Tom of
today, and Tor several years he hai lived
there in ease and comfort with his guar-

dian, Mrs. Eliza Lerche. who was appointed
ten years ugo by Justice Andrews or the
supreme court as committee or tlte persoti
and property or the musician. She was

then the widow or John G. Bethnnu, wlife

had charge or Blind Tom for many years,
aud the old man was given into her euro
only arter a long legal struggle with her

father-in-la- James N Bethune.
When Mrs. Bethune took charge of Tarn

she found that his popularity as a public

attraction had greatly waned, owing to
the fact that he had been before the pub-

lic many years, and that his former man-

agers had made all the money they could

out of the peculiar musical talent of the
simple-minde- d colored man without pre-

serving his value as an attraction by re-

placing his worn-ou- t repertoire with more

modern musical pieces. Tom was also get
ting old and was physically worn out by

the night and d. travel consequent on '

aerformancett- - He had
been handed ovefj to Mrs. Bethune with

no money and no property, personal or
otherwise, out or Hie hundreds of thous-

ands of dollurs which lie had earned during
the previous quarter or a century. So it
was necessary to keep him at worfcawhile
longer to provide for his future mainte-
nance in case lie became disabled by age
or iunrmltics, and also to enable him to

take care or his old mother, who was still

alive in one of the Southern Stales and
looked to Tom Tor support.

About three years ago Mrs. Bethune, who
was then Mrs. Lerehe, having marri-.--

Albrecht J. Lerehe, the lawyer who had
fought hci legal bailies in the courts,

bad saved enough money to warrant the
temporary withdrawal of Wind Tom from
the amusement world to that he might
recover his health and at the tame time
familiarize himself with modern musical
compositions.

Tom enjoys his long rest, after so many
years of incessant travel and work. He
does very Utile visiting among his neigh-

bors, and receives few callurs at his cot-tau-e.

He finds sufficient companionship In
his piano, playing his old pieces and prac-
ticing new ones. Occasionally he attempts
improvisation, but even then the imitative
faculty predominates, as ttie notes he picks

out are usually the reproductions of
sounds that he has heard. His best effort
In this line was a piece entitled: "What
the Wind and tbe Waves Told Tom," in
which he imitated Uie whistling of the wind,
the roaring of the waves, the howling
storm and the crash of thunder.

When not at the piano Tom amuses him-se- ir

Sy imitating the small talk of women

and other visitors to the Lerehe cottage.
He holds imaginary receptions, at which

the weather, new styles in dresses and like
topics are discussed by tho imaginary vis-

itors, as Imitated by Tom, In a way that
is very comical, but he will not ilo it if
he knows there is any one listening to him.

In spite of his advanced years and his re-

served, formal demeaaorin company, Tom
Is merely an overgrown child, and has to be
carefully watched by a male nurse, spe-

cially hired for that purpose. lie has all
the selfishness of a spoiled child, and is

Jealous of any attention paid to any one

else in his presence. He has little natural
affection, and cares only tor those who min-

ister directly to his wants. He is willing

that his mother should be taken care of
out" of the money he has earned, but be
docs not wish to have her or his brother
and sistersnearhim, for fear that they may
annoy him or prevent his being the sole
object of the attentions of those around
him. With the exception or this childlike
selfishness. Blind Tom is extremely moral

and religious in his habits and disposition.
He never cats without first offering a
prayer, and on Sundays will play only
church music on his piano. He will have
nothing to do with any one who drinks
liquor, and will quicklyordcr fromtheToom
any person who uses profane or improper
language in his presence. He is usually
very polite, but cannot abide a bore, and
when a member of the long-wind- frater-
nity tries to make him a victim or hi talk,
the big blind mun brings his tormentor
up with a round turn by saying very ab--

ruptlv: "Well, now, you have talked long
enough. Good-bye!- "

It was ouly after the conclusion of Mrs.
Lcrche'S lo:i g legal contest that mother and
son were together again for the first time
since Tom's infancy, but after the novelty
of lhair reunion bad worn away it was
evident that their tastes and temperaments
were so utterly at variance that there was
little likelihood of their living happily
together. Fate bad kept them apart tro
long. Tom's clouded mind could not real-

ize what his mother had suffered during
their long separation. Fourscore years
of life had made her a withered-up- , irri-

table old woman, set in her ways, and not
at all reconciled to the ract that she fonnd
the baby for whom she had mourned so
many years turned into a prematurely eld
mani fixed in his limits, and strangely
lacking In the natural arfection he should

have for her. So Charity Wiggins went
backto her old home in Georgia to live with
her other children, whose ways she under-
stands. New York Sun.

Long, Hule nnd Ililborn.
"When I was a pupil at Hebron Acad-

emy, over forty years ago,'' said Judge
Ililborn, of Calirornla, at the McKay din-

ner recently, "there were two boys in the
acadcmytowhomlwasespeciallyattracted.
One came rrom Turner. He was a bright,
spirited hllle rcllow, the best scholar in
his classes, very quiclt to learn, and the
sort of boy that everybody said would
amount to something His
name was 'Gene Hale. The other came
from Buckfleld, and wns a year or two
younger, a little chubby chap, whom
evcrybodyllkcd. WeallcaBed hlm'Johnnie'
Long. He was the marvel of the school In

Latin. He had read Virgil through, and
know a great deal of It by heart. Ho was
a wonder, too, InLatln grammar. Afterwe
left school I wentAYcst and lost sight of
them. Now I am here, a member of the
Naval Committee In tho House, 'GeneHale
la at the head of the Naval Committee In
the Senate, and "Johnnie Long is Secre-

tary 6f. the Navy.'' New York Trlbuno.

Try Patagonia.
(From the Chicago Times-Herald- .) f

A Boston man bos advertised for a place
to boasa "where they don't have bicycle
talk for breakfast, dinner, snpper and be-

tween meals." That fellow must be a
crank or he wouldn't lead a hopeless chase

tho unattainable.
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EW WAV TQPH0TD6HJIPH

Dr. Allen Utilizes the Strangest
Lens Ever Used.

SOME MARVELOUS RESULTS

The ricture Shows That the yo oC

u Objeet Sev-

eral Hundred Times now It 3hty
Be nnd TIuk Been Used ilr. W.
21. Stiue's Letter.

The marvelous fcatot taklnga photograph
through a lens composed of a beetle's eye
is the achievement of which Ir. G. P.
Allen, or Aurora, ill., can boast The re- -

iMut:;.t;C- - 1 that a separate outline of
the Image at which the camera was di-

rected is seen on every one of the hun-
dreds of facets which are part and iwrcel
of the eye of the insect so familiar to
us all.

This Is the first Instance where anything
of the sort has beea accomplished. Here-

tofore there has been any quantity of
theory, but a great lack of practice. Now
we have the practice in that most con-
vincing of forms, a photograph. Itallcnmo
about through a curious statement made at
a- meeting of the British Scientific Asso-
ciation, at which Mr. W. M. Stine, of the
Armour Institute, of Cliicsg-o- called atten-
tion to a very curious and Interesting lan-
tern slide In his possession. During a dis-

cussion of the properties of the Roentgen
rays a. leading scientist suggested that as
certain insects had eyes seemingly

to see by ordinary sunlight they
might visualize by means or the

Now, it was held by a number of the
savants In attendance at the association
meeting that the could hardly bo
termed an incentive to visualization. 3a
warm did the discussion become that It
was finally decided to make a genuine
test with the eye of a chosen insect,
and it is the result or this decision that
proves one or the most interesting feats
ever accomplished by means of that great
aid to science, the camera.

Dr. Allen, of Aurora.HL.laoneof thefew
men or scientific mind who have taken.
a special interest in the wonders that tho
art of photography can be made to reveal.
So lie chose the eye of a beetle to demon-

strate to the satisfaction of everyone that
the was no aid to visualization what-
ever. The result of his experiment proves
conclusively that he was right, and that
the eminent gentlemen who favored thex-ra- y

theory were as far from the truth
as was preacher Jasper when he insisted
that "the sun do move. '

It Is a curious study that this photo-

graph lays open to the laymen of science.
We all know that the beetle haa the curi-
ous projecting eye, very similar to the sort
one sometimes sees in man himself. The
eye is larc and round, or almost so. 15

can hardly be called a perfecs sphere, foi
it is slightly convex in shape. The accom-paiiyin- g

picture shows really one-ha- ir of
the eye of the beetle. Such ira,cts have,
eyes called compound, formed not of onu
ltsus. but of several hundred, set side by
slde, like cells in a honeycomb. How doe
the world appear through such eyes, id u
query of unusual Interest.

Wining of this photograph, Mr. W. M.

Stiue. previously referred to, says of Dr.
Allen's picture of the insect's sight world,
here shown:
"To the Editor:

"To make It, Dr. Alien took the cornea
or the eye of a beetle (hydrophilaspieeas)
and employed it in placeof the usual photo-

graphic lens of the camera used for making
photographs of microscopic objects. A sil-

houette or a head was pasted ou a piece of
ground glass and a lamp placed behind
it. A photographic dry plate was exposed
to the light coming through the beetle's
eyefrom the silhouette and devetopedin tho
usual manner.

ilAs can be seen, the resulting multi-grap- h

was circular, and contained several
hundred images of the --profile, one indeed
Tor each facet of the eye. The camera
used for taking a large number of

the physical
analogue of such an eye. The relation
or the eyes or such insects to those or mam-
mals with the single adjustable lens is that
or a single locus or snapshot camera to the
..rdinary form. In which the focus Is ad-

justable.
It reasonably clear that insects

foun thttr Judgments of distance fiom such
multiple images, depending upon the power
of each facet to lefract light rays. Tho
nearer the object, the greater would bo
thearcacovorcd by thelmageson theietlna.
It is scarcely conceivable that rays not
capable of reiraction or or being focused,
which is the case with the can by
simple shadow effects enable a Judgment
to be formed on the distance of an object.

"W. M. STINE."
It Is Impossible lo conceive rrom the pic-

ture that is printed in a newspaper an
correctideaor the wonderful clear-

ness with which the ditTerent facets of
the beetle's eye cause to be placed upn
the plate the Image which they reflect.
Although the image is shown a hundred or
more times, in every instance it is clear
and perrect. Very fine and uescate are
the lines, to be sure, and the reatures are
only distinguishable clearly by the aid of
a microscope, but nothing is omitted, nnd
the wonderful liandiwork of nature has
never been more clearly shown than when
tiiis eye. with artificial stimulus, carries
out the part for which it was created.

It so tmppens that In this instance, as
stated, a silhouette was used instead oC

the ordinary photograph. It will be ob-

served that this is exactly what the ac-

companying Illustration shows. Other and
similar experiments, however, have demon-

strated the truth or the statement as to

the accurate reproduction of every linea-

ment of the human face. To gain an ad-

equate idea or exactly what a photograph
through the multiple facets or a beetle's
eye accomplishes, look carefully into tho
eye of some person who Is close to aad look-

ing steadfastly at you. You will sec re-

flected In the eye of the other your own
face, clear ami distinct, with not a vestige
of a line missing. Now. this is. Just what
happens when the beetle looks at you,.only
your eyes are reflected several hundred
times.

This is what the pliotograph, taken by
Dr. Allen, shows. ItTa one of the mosC

remarkable combinations of different
branches of science tliat the world has yet
seen.

A .Ttenl Artist.
"It makes me tired sometimes when I

hear some smart Aleck, who couldn't tell
the difference between art and a side of
sole leather, criticise newspaper illustra-
tions," remarked a local black aad white
artist.

"The publlo doesn't understand whatt
haudicaps are continually! thrown about
our work," he continued. "A few days
befotc election I was given Instructions
to make a portrait of one of the candi-

dates- He gave me an old Daguerreo-
type, made Just after the war, and sasdho
tiad bad no photograph taken since then.

"Well, t made his picture all right, but
in order to do It I first-ba- to cut off ft

full beard and cnrl his mustache. Then I
gave him a hair-cut- , parted his hair on tho
other side, gave htm a staad-u- p collar nd
u modern cravat, and added thirty years'
worth of wrinkles to his face. And jet
they say such work Isn't art." Chicago
Times-Heral-


